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making their crowning effort for the day, and as was expec-
ted when our guns were hastily placed, they came from our
left and centre. They had wasted their fire at one thou-
sand yards. Instantaneously our deep-mouthed bull-dogs
flung out their sonorous response. The Rebel artillery
opened, and shell and round-shot came tearing across the
open space back of the bluff. May I be forgiven for the
malicious thought, but I certainly did wish one or two
might drop behind the bluff among the crowd of skulkers
hovering under the hill at the river's edge.

Very handsome was the response our broken infantry
battalions poured in. The enemy soon had reason to re-
member that, if not " still in their ashes live the wonted
fires," at least still in the fragments lived the ancient valor
that had made the short-lived Rebels' successes already
cost so dear.

The Rebel infantry gained no ground, but the furious
cannonading and musketry continued. Suddenly new
actors entered on the stage. Our Cincinnati wooden gun-
boats, the A. O. Taylor and the Lexington, had been all
day impatiently chafing for their time to come. The
opportunity was theirs. The Rebels were attacking on
our left, lying where Stuart's Brigade had lain on Licking
Creek in the morning, and stretching thence in on the
Hamburgh Road, and across toward our old centre as far
as Hurlbut's camps. Steaming up to the mouth of the
little creek, the boats rounded to, There was the ravine,
cut through the bluff as if on purpose for their shells.

Eager to avenge the death of their commanding General
(now known to have been killed a couple of hours before)
and to complete the victory they believed to be within
their grasp, the Rebels had incautiously ventured within
reach of their most dreaded antagonists, as broadside afteraden hail. The Rebels wercnday.hef our forces,e were not in line,he brow of in theime Sherman
